God save our gracious Queen, 
Long live our noble Queen, 
God save the Queen! 

Send her victorious, 

Happy and Glorious, 

Long to reign over us; 

God save the Queen! 


O Lord our God arise, 

Scatter her enemies 

And make them fall; 
Confound their politics, 
Frustrate their knavish tricks, 
On Thee our hopes we fix, 

Oh, save us all! 


Thy choicest gifts in store 
On her be pleased to pour; 
Long may she reign; 

May she defend our laws, 
And ever give us cause 

To sing with heart and voice, 
God save the Queen! 


Not in this land alone, 

But be God's mercies known, 
From shore to shore! 

Lord make the nations see, 
That men should brothers be, 
And form one family, 

The wide world over 


From every latent foe, 

From the assassins blow, 

God save the Queen! 

O'er her thine arm extend, 

For Britain's sake defend, 

Our mother, prince, and friend, 
God save the Queen! 


[tekst Acommodaan | Rule, Britannia 


The music for "Rule, Britannia" 
was written by the English composer Thomas 
Augustine Arne (1710-1778) and performed for the 
first time in his masque Alfred in the presence of 
Frederick Prince of Wales. The performance took 
place on the parterre of Cliveden House in 1740, 
which at that time, was leashed to the Prince of Wales. 
The words were written by the Scottish pre-Romantic 
poet James Thompson (1700-1748) author of The 
Seasons (1726-30). 


Rule, Britannia 


When Britain first, at heaven's command, 

Arose from out the azure main, 

Arose, arose, arose from out the azure main, 

This was the charter, the charter of the land, 

And guardian Angels sung this strain: 

Rule Britannia! 

Britannia rule the waves. 

Britons never, never, never shall be slaves. 

The nations, not so blest as thee, 

Must in their turn, to tyrants fall, 

Must in their turn, must in their turn, to tyrants 
fall, 

While thou shalt flourish, shalt flourish great and 
free, 

The dread and envy of them all. 

(Chorus) 

Rule Britannia! 

Britannia rule the waves. 

Britons never, never, never shall be slaves. 


Still more majestic shalt thou rise, 

More dreadful, from each foreign stroke, 

More dreadful, more dreadful from each foreign stroke 
As the loud blast that tears the skies, 

Serves but to root thy native oak. 

(Chorus) 

Rule Britannia! 

Britannia rule the waves. 

Britons never, never, never shall be slaves. 


Thee haughty tyrants ne'er shall tame; 

ALl their attempts to bend thee down, 

ALL their attempts, all their attempts to bend thee 
down, 

Will but arouse thy generous flame, 

But work their woe and thy renown. 

(Chorus) 

Rule Britannia! 

Britannia rule the waves. 

Britons never, never, never shall be slaves. 


To thee belongs the rural reign, 
Thy cities shall with commerce shine 
Thy cities shall, thy cities shall with commerce shine 


ALL thine shall be the subject main, 

And every shore it circles thine. 

(Chorus) 

Rule Britannia! 

Britannia rule the waves. 

Britons never, never, never shall be slaves. 


The Muses, still with freedom found, 

Shall to thy happy coast repair, 

Shall to thy happy coast, thy happy coasts repair, 
Blest isle! with matchless beauty crowned, 

And manly hearts to guard the fair. 


